"I assure you you're mistaken."
"Oh no, I'm not!"
"But I don't live in these parts."
The sportsman smiled. Not for a moment did he
take his eyes off Frai^ois's set face.

"You've been a familiar figure here for a long
while."
"Me?"
"Yes, you."

Francois' s uneasiness increased. The spot was lonely.
He looked round him. The famous Morin house was
no more than a few hundred yards away. Under the
diffused light of the early day its walls were taking
on life and colour. Should he make a run for it?

"This isn't the first time by a long chalk that you've
been caught red-handed. You're an object of con-
siderable interest to quite a lot of people."

Things really were beginning to look bad, thought
Fran?ois. Here he was, suddenly invested with a
terrible identity, with an equivocal past, though of
what nature that past was he had not the slightest
idea.

"But it's going to cost you dear, my friend: I give
you fair warning."
"Warning of what?"
"Don't you start trying any bluff!"
"But what have I done?"

The other said nothing, and Fran9ois could control
himself no longer.

"Go to hell! I certainly don't know/ou!"
"You'd better not adopt that tone with me: I have
proofs on me. What about this?"

172